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8 RECENT HUNTING TRIPS.

It is now a good many years since I ceased
to make my living by my rifle, but in view of
the length of time during which I did so, and
the eventful character of the life I then led, it
is not, perhaps, remarkable that my thoughts
still often wander back to a past of stirring and
glorious memories. Nor is it surprising that
I sometimes grow restless and dissatisfied with
life in this highly civilized country, and long
with an irresistible longing to taste the joys of
a hunter’s life once more.

Those to whose lot it will fall to criticise this
book, will possibly find it more surprising that
I should have had the hardihood, after having
already written so much on the subject of sport
and travel, to publish the record of the few
unimportant hunting trips which have been
the outcome of my restlessness during the
last few years.

I can only hope that in these transcripts from
my diaries, written nightly over the camp fire,
when the events described were fresh in my
memory, they will find here and there matter
of sufficient interest to incline them to extend
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caribou and wild sheep, are inexorably barred
out, the game is by no means being preserved.

The Indians, now no longer armed only with
the archaic weapons of their forefathers, but
with Winchester rifles of the latest pattern,
kill what they will, without any restraint, and
find a market at the mining camps for all the
meat they can bring in; whilst white meat
hunters are equally destructive. Prospectors
and trappers, though they do not often destroy
game unnecessarily, are each and every one of
them more harmful to the wild fauna of the
country than the average sportsman, because
they kill whatever comes first to hand, whilst
the latter seldom shoots anything but old
males, the elimination of which does not reduce
the power of increase of a species.

One often reads some very caustic criticisms
concerning the selfishness, and thoughtless
savagery of the head-hunting sportsman, and
I admit that it is quite arguable that the Indian
hunter or white prospector or trapper who
shoots a lot of female moose, caribou or wild
sheep, in order to provide himself with a supply
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North America, where big game is plentiful,
and where Europeans will probably never
settle down. In such wild and inhospitable
regions I hope and believe that if the game is
not exterminated by natives armed with modern
weapons, well stocked hunting grounds will be
available for enterprising and energetic British
sportsmen of moderate desires for a long time
yet to come,

In the following chapters will be found a
description of my first moose hunt in Central
Canada, together with accounts of caribou
hunting off the beaten tracks in Newfoundland,
and the pursuit of moose, wild sheep, and
caribou in the almost virgin hunting grounds
of the Yukon Territory of North-western
Canada. Where I hunted moose near Lake
Kippewa seven years ago, is now I believe the
centre of a great mining district; but in
Newfoundland and the Yukon Territory the
conditions will be found much as I have
described them, probably for a long time yet
to come.

When I first visited Newfoundland in 1900,
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much difficulty and carried out a successful
hunting trip in the country to the south-west of
the lake. No British or native white sportsman
had I believe ever shot there before, and, indeed,
much of the country I traversed was, I believe,
wholly unexplored.

As far as I know it was this successful
hunting trip of mine to the interior of
Newfoundland by means of canoes in 1901,
which first turned the eyes of the more energetic
of those sportsmen who have visited the
island in recent years, to the possibilities of the
sport to be obtained in the unknown interior of
the country. My friend, Mr. J. G. Millais, has:
gone far beyond me, on the path I think I first
pointed out, and during the last few years has
explored much of the interior of the island,
discovered much well-stocked deer ground, and
brought home the most magnificent collection of
caribou heads ever shot by one man. That
ardent and energetic young big game hunter,
Mr. H. Hesketh Prichard, too, as well as
several other well-known sportsmen, have
also recently made successful journeys to
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explored, so that when in 1904 Mr. Sheldon
and I hunted over the mountain ranges lying
just south of the north fork, we were in a
country where in all probability the foot of a
white man had never trodden before.

We had with us but one man a piece, and
as the country in which we found ourselves
was absolutely uninhabited, Indian guides
or packers were unobtainable, and we had
therefore to carry all our camp-gear, blankets
and provisions up into the mountains on
our own backs, and thus hunted under great
difficulties ; but still with fair success, all
things considered.

We could not move about much, and so did
not cover much ground, and thus failed to find
the wild sheep rams of which my friend was
particularly anxious to secure specimens. We
saw a good many ewes and lambs, however, so
that the rams must also have been in the
district, and we should no doubt have found
them had we had any means of transport save
our own backs.

During this trip I had the good fortune to
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CHAPTER 1II

AFTER WOODLAND CARIBOU IN
NEWFOUNDLAND.

Reach Newfoundland—Journey from Port-aux-
Basques to Howley Station—Unfavourable impres-
sions—Migration of caribou—Watching a “lead ’—
Enemies of the caribou—Six thousand killed in one
year—Enormous numbers still in existence—Curious
experience with peregrine falcon—A day on a
¢“lead ”—Disgusted with that form of sport—Hunt-
ing in the bogs—Special adaptation of the hoofs of
the caribou to its mode of life—Visitors to camp—
Old time weapons—Fine head shot by Saunders—
Caribou swimming—Caribou shot for the larder—
The ¢ Accommodation Train ”—Start for Terra
Nova—Voyage up the Lake—Caribou stag shot—
“Packing in ” to Lake St. John—Scarcity of caribou
—~Shortness of provisions—Heavy rain storm—Long
day’s trudge—Delicious berries—Willow grouse—
Return to main camp—Arrangements for hunt the
following year—Start for home.

CHAPTER IIL

BEYOND ST. JOHN’S LAKE. A WELL
STOCKED HUNTING GROUND.

Land at St. John’s—Icebergs—Start for Terra
Nova—Equipment—Leave the railway line—High
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—Appearance of Indians seen at Selkirk—Enter the
Pelly River—Slight accident—Passage of the Canyon
—ZEnter the Macmillan River—Few tracks of game
seen—~Scarcity of birds—Leave the “Emma Nott”
—Make a start with our canoes—Strong stream—
Meet Mr. Armstrong—Mr. Sheldon and I proceed
alone up the North Fork—Some account of the
beaver—Louis Cardinal’s story—Moose cow shot—
Tameness of the calf—Photographed by Mr. Sheldon
—Moose meat hung up, but finally eaten by bears.

CHAPTER V.

HOW WE FARED IN THE YUKON
MOUNTAINS.

Water bitterly cold—Remarkable beaver dam—
Bull moose near camp at night—The trappers Barr
and Crosby—Hardships of a trapper’s life—Barr’s
adventure with a moose—Bear seen—Reach the foot
of mountain range—Numbers of moose in the Yukon
country—Carrying a pack—Start in a snow storm—
Bull moose shot—Wild sheep seen— Affinities of the
various races of the American wild sheep—Two
caribou bulls shot—A noble picture —Size and weight
of caribou—Bad weather—An Aurora Borealis—A
soul stirring display—Mr. Sheldon’s curious expe-
rience with a moose cow—Second moose bull shot—
An inconvenient snow storm—A heavy task— Floun-
dering through a willow swamp in the dark.
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CHAPTER VII.

A JOURNEY TO KING GEORGE’S LAKE,
NEWFOUNDLAND.

King George’s Lake—Discovered and named by
Cormack—Subsequently only visited by Mr. Howley—
Arrival at Millertown-— Kindness of Mr. Beeton—
Joseph Geange and Samuel Smart—Lloyd’s River
—First caribou shot—Hungry hunters—Slow pro-
gress—Tameness of caribou—Bad weather—Caribou
near King George’s Lake—Stag shot—Continuous
rain—Soaked condition of the country—Travelling
over the bogs—Visit an unnamed lake—Numbers of
caribou—Return to main camp on the river-—Another
stag shot—Caribou on migration—Hunting spoilt
by continuous rain—Start down stream—Sailing
down Lloyd’s Lake—Caribou swimming—Wonderful
buoyancy—Hunting near Mount Ramsay—Numbers
of caribou on migration—Return to river—Reach
Red Indian Lake—Arrive at Millertown—DMore bad
weather—End of the trip.

CHAPTER VIII.

HUNTING ON THE SOUTH FORK OF THE
MACMILLAN RIVER.

Start once more for the Yukon—Arrive at Skagway
—Start from Whitehorse—A long canoe journey—
Charles Coghlan and Rhoderick Thomas— Lake
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—The Riddell River—A bad shot—“Pack” up
into the mountains again—Moose bull seen—Another
wolf shot—Moose bull shot—Return to our old
camp—A day’s hunt—Many caribou seen—Four mag-
nificent old stags—The two finest shot—Skin of the
largest preserved whole—A flock of wild sheep—
Variation in colour—Return to the river—A striking
picture—Wounded moose charges Coghlan—The
moose of the Yukon—Great size of body and antlers
—Journey down stream to the Yukon—Reach White-
horse—End of trip.

CHAPTER X.
HINTS ON EQUIPMENT.

Rifles—-303 —-875—'256 Mannlicher —Cartridges
—Expanding bullet—Dum-dum— How to make the
dum-dum—Deadly character of the dum-dum—Camp
equipment—Tent versus lean-to—Advantages of the
lean-to— Blankets—Wolf and lynx ‘“robes”’—Rein-
deer-skin sleeping bag—Cooking utensils—What I
take with me—Waterproof canvas bags—The advan-
tage of the riicksack—Clothing—The cardigan jacket
—Footgear—Moccasins—India-rubbersoles—German
socks and gum boots —Provisions-—Bovril pea-soup—
A fishing-rod useful—Preservation of skins—Danger
of allowing a head to freeze before skinning—Skins to
be thoroughly dried—And not allowed to freeze—The
care of the rifle—Boiling water— Vaseline—Misfires
in frosty weather.
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saying, “ He who really wants a thing will sooner
or later get an opportunity to go after it,” and
so in the autumn of 1900 the chance came to
me to make a hunt after moose.

Having made some preliminary arrangements
by letter, I arrived at Mattawa, in the Province
of Ontario, Canada, on the evening of September
24th, bringing with me a single-shot ‘303 bore
rifle, a few cartridges loaded with Dum-dum
bullets, and a kit bag containing blankets and
spare clothing. At Mattawa I purchased a
supply of provisions at the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany’s store and hired for the trip a few cooking
utensils, two small tents and two birch-bark
canoes.

With the kind assistance of Mr. Colin G.
Rankin and Mr. E. O. Taylor, the superin-
tendent and manager of the Company’s business
at Mattawa, I got everything packed the day
after my arrival, and on the morning of
September 27th took the train to Lake Kippewa,
accompanied by a half-breed guide named
George Crawford, and his boy Joe. I found

George Crawford a keen and experienced
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“ Hurdman ”—which is employed in carrying
stores to the various lumber camps on the lake
shore, and which bore us forthwith across
Lake Kippewa, and then through Hunter’s
Lake to an old abandoned landing stage,
distant about a mile and a half from Lake
Bois Franc.

The passage through the various sheets of
water known collectively as Lake Kippewa, all
of which are studded with innumerable islands,
amongst which the steamer threads its way
often through very narrow channels, would
have been a most interesting experience had
the weather been bright and fine, with the sun
shining on the forests with which every island
on the lake, and every portion of the mainland
that was visible, is covered. Forests in which
the dark-foliaged spruce and balsam are inter-
mingled with the maple, and birch, whose
leaves were now all glorious with the rich and
varied tints which mark the advent of the
Indian summer. But the sky was dull and
threatening, and entirely obscured with rain-
charged clouds, which hung low over land and
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After having repacked the canoes, we em-
barked on Lake Bois Frane, and paddled about
three miles to an old lumber camp, where we
established our headquarters. In the afternoon
we paddled to the other end of the lake, some
distance up a beautiful little creek, on the
sandy bottom of which we saw a few moose
tracks not very old. We passed several great
northern divers on the lake, and noticed a
good many grebes, somewhat larger than our
English dabchick. We remained in the creek
until the evening, and then George gave some
calls on his birch bark trumpet, in imitation of
the bellow of the moose cow. These calls,
though repeated at intervals until it became
dark, were, however, unheard, or at any rate
met with no response from a bull.

During the night it again came on to rain,
and continued to do so until after noon the
next day. As soon as it cleared up a bit,
George and I paddled across the lake, and
threaded our way through the dripping woods
to a small lagoon about two miles distant.
Here we saw a good many moose tracks, some
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behind us. George, however, pronounced it to
be a cow and not a bull moose.

Thinking thattheremight bea bull incompany
with her, we at once commenced to make our way
in her direction, skirting along the lagoon just
within the shelter of the forest, which grew to the
veryedge of the water. Before we had gonevery
far George who was in front, stopped suddenly,
saying that he had heard something in the
forest behind us like the noise of a bull’s horns
brushing through the spruce trees. This sound
had been quite inaudible to me, as African
malarial fever, or the large quantity of quinine
I have taken to counteract that malady, has
somewhat dulled my sense of hearing; but I
soon heard a distinct rustling in the bushes,
and then the sound as of some large animal
walking in shallow water.

“It’s a bull,” whispered George; ‘“he’s
coming towards us along the edge of the
lake.”

There was apparently no wind at all, but we
were afraid that the keen-scented animal might
smell our tracks, so we started to meet it,
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the forest to intercept our quarry, and heard it
give two or three low grunts. Then its dark
form came dimly into sight amongst the trees
which grew very close together. It was not
more than fifty yards off, but the stems of the
trees hid it to such an extent, that, moving as
it was, I should probably have missed it and
hit a tree had I fired hurriedly.

As George and I had halted suddenly on the
instant when the moose first became visible
to us, we were not hidden from it behind the
stems of trees, but we stood perfectly still, and
the doomed animal never turned its head
towards us nor seemed in the least suspicious
of danger, but came steadily forward. It had
none of that appearance of alertness or timidity
usually noticeable in wild animals in countries
where they are much hunted by man or
constantly preyed upon by carnivorous beasts.

The bull had now changed its course, and
was advancing in a line that, had it kept, would
have brought it past us almost broadside on at
a distance of not more than thirty yards. I was

afraid, however, to wait any longer, lest an
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threw up its broad fluffy tail, exposing the snow-
white hair of the undersurface, and looking for
all the world like an African reedbuck.

On October 3rd we returned to the little lake
where I had shot the moose two days previously.
On our way there I heard a ruffed grouse
drumming, and creeping close up to it, watched
it displaying itself on a fallen tree. Ultimately
I cut its head off with a ‘303 bullet, as I thought
it would make a welcome addition to my larder.
It was a very handsome cock bird with a fine
ruft of black feathers round the neck.

I thought it very curious that a ruffed grouse
should be drumming at this time of the year,
as I had imagined that, as in the case of
Furopean game birds, such manifestations
were only indulged in during the breeding
season, but George told me that ruffed grouse
may often be heard drumming in the autumn
during fine weather. In the evening we again
called for moose, but got no answer and saw
nothing. During the night it rained a little,

and the weather became quite warm and

muggy.
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something to eat, and the sun had just set,
George proposed that we should paddle up to
the head of the lake and try a call.

We were nearing the end of the lake, and
George had laid down his paddle, and was
about to raise his birch bark trumpet to his
lips, when we heard a low grunt in the forest
behind us. “That’s a bull,” whispered George ;
‘“he’s coming down to the lake.” We turned
the canoe round as quickly as possible, and
almost immediately heard a slight rustling
amongst the spruce trees, and then saw a cow
moose preceded by a calf, walk out into the
lake until they stood knee-deep in the water.

I felt terribly disappointed, but George again
whispered, “ It was a bull that grunted, look out,
he’ll be close behind the cow,” and almost as
be spoke, a great bull moose, the broad palms
of whose antlers I at once noted, came into
view.

He was but an average specimen of his
race, but standing well out in the lake with
head turned towards the gorgeous glow in the
western sky, and with the dark spruce wood
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bull standing in full view. He was then almost
facing the canoe with his head down on the
water, either drinking or more probably eating
some part of the water lilies, which were
growing just where he was standing. It would
have been madness to have fired at him as he
stood in this position, as the bullet would in all
probability have broken up in the thick skin
and great muscles at the back of the neck.

So I waited, and soon he raised his head and
turned a little towards the cow, and then I
fired as well as I could—it was fast getting
dusk—for the point of his shoulder, and saw
immediately that I had hit him about right, as
he flinched when the bullet struck him, and as
he tried to turn I saw that his left foreleg hung
useless from the shoulder. I believe this bullet
would have killed him, but I fired three more
into him as he turned round and stumbled
towards the shore of the lake. He just managed
to reach dry ground and fell dead close to the
water’s edge. '

All this time the cow and calf had been
standing quite still, looking curiously towards
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stems I had lately been hunting moose in
Canada.

I must confess that all I heard and saw
concerning caribou shooting on the evening of
my arrival at Howley, impressed me most
unfavourably, and all I subsequently saw of
shooting these animals from ambushes during
their annual migration across the railway line,
confirmed my low estimation of the attractions
of this form of game killing.

As I stepped from the train I saw that there
were several carcases of freshly-killed caribou
lying on the platform of the little railway
station. These were all does and fawns, which
I was subsequently informed had been killed
that day whilst crossing the line quite close to
the station. In addition to these entire carcases
there were several heads, skins, and haunches
of stags, but not a good or even moderate pair of
horns amongst them. Seeing me examining
these trophies of the chase, my guide, who had
introduced himself to me as soon as I stepped
from the train, remarked jovially: “Ah! You’ve
come to the slaughter-house now. What a pity
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caribou was (at the time of which I am writing)
by watching a “lead ”” and shooting the animals
from an ambush as they passed. In some cases
the watcher was able to command a view of
several “leads,” and from time to time a rapid
change of position would be necessary to cut
off deer coming along a trail out of shot of the
central ambuscade. The common practice,
however, was to sit and watch all day long, and
day after day, from one spot, and during this
time to do no walking at all except to and from
the camp on the railway line.

In watching for caribou the direction of the
wind must, of course, be studied, as the sense
of smell is very highly developed in these
animals, and they will at once take alarm on
scenting a human being; but when on migra-
tion they travel straight ahead, and at such a
time often come right down the wind, and must
then trust to their eyes alone to give them
notice of dangers ahead. Their eyesight is not
nearly so quick as that of most wild animals,
and unless they had just been shot at they
always appeared to me to be absolutely uncon-
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and, although he will eat the meat of a deer
which he may find lying dead, is said never to
kill one of these animals himself.

Thus the caribou of Newfoundland has but
one enemy—man ; and even by man he is not
constantly persecuted. In the year 1900 some
six thousand caribou are believed to have been
shot in the whole i1sland—some seven hundred
by American, British and Newfoundland sports-
men during the autumn migration, and the
remainder by meat hunters during the winter,
at which season the deer collect in large herds,
and often approach the fishing villages on the
south coast of the island. Nevertheless, the
great bulk of the caribou in Newfoundland—and
I believe that there are still enormous numbers
of these animals in existence—probably never
see a human being, either in their summer
haunts to the north of the railway or on their
winter feeding grounds to the south.

On the night of my arrival at Howley I slept
at the station, and the following morning, after
an early breakfast by lamplight, started with
my guide eastwards élong the railway in order
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two hunting camps, all the occupants of which
were already out watching “leads.” When we
were some three miles from Howley station we
left the line and turned northwards along some
open ridges intersected by boggy valleys.
After having walked about a mile in this direc-
tion we sat down at the foot of a large pine
tree.

The mist was now clearing fast, and we
were presently able to distinguish objects at
some distance. The first living things we saw
were not caribou, but three men watching for
those animals on the same ““lead " as ourselves,
and within two hundred yards of us. My
guide swore softly, and I found it difficult to
express adequately my own feelings.

We then walked up to our competitors, who
proved to be natives of the island looking for
meat ; they were all known to my guide. Two
of them were armed with muzzleloading
weapons, one of which was a long 8-bore
sealing gun, loaded with slugs. The third
carried a good breech-loading rifle. After a
short talk with these men it was arranged that
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big stags are only just beginning to come
across the railway, they are always the last to
migrate south. If we could only get a
snowstorm that would move them, and then
you would get a chance to pick some fine
heads.”

We then went back to our tree and watched
the “leads ” till late in the afternoon. About
four o’clock a heavy fusillade broke out a few
hundred yards down the ‘“lead ” in front of us.
We counted fifteen shots. This showed how
well-nigh hopeless our position had been, as,
all unknown to us, some other gunners were
sitting on the same “lead” ahead of us, and
would naturally have got the first chance at
any stag that came along. We presently saw
the man who had fired the shots. He told us
he had killed a good stag, and declared he had
only had two shots at it, but my guide who
knew him, told me that he was a man who
enjoyed a reputation for being somewhat
inaccurate in his statements. I afterwards
saw the head of the stag he had shot. It was
quite a nice one, but not so good as the one
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an opportunity for a stalk, whilst the country
was difficult to get about in, owing to the
softness of the bogs and the density of the
forests. ‘

We had a good day of it, not getting back to
camp till dark. The walking was certainly
very hard, but I found I could stand it well
enough.

The whole country was level and divided
into pretty equal parts of open bog and
dense forest. In the bogs one sank over the
ankle, and often much deeper, in water at every
step, and progress was as slow and tiring as
when walking in deep soft snow. In the
patches of forest the small spruce firs grew so
close together, and were so tangled up with
fallen trees, that it was a pleasant change to
break through into the open and plunge into a
deep bog again. In the course of the day we
came upon a fawn wandering disconsolately
around all by itself, its mother having doubt-
less been shot, and later on four does and a
fawn passed close to us, travelling due south
towards the railway line. Of these does
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notice us they plunged one after the other
into the river. They swam across towards our
side one behind the other, and heading a little
down stream, got into shallow water about fifty
yards below where we were sitting. Here they
stood for some minutes shaking the water out
of their thick coats like great dogs. Presently,
headed by one of the young stags, they waded
one after the other back again into deep water,
and swam in single file straight up the centre
of the river, and again landed on the same side
about two hundred yards above us. They
certainly passed within thirty or forty yards of
us, but, though we were in full view on the
open beach, never appeared to notice us.

As the wind was blowing up stream they very
soon scented us after leaving the water, and
they then showed the same alarm which is
manifested by all other wild animals at the
smell of man. As the taint entered their
nostrils they each made a short dash to one
side or the other; then they all stood still for
a moment, looking eagerly for their unseen
enemies, and then dashed off headlong.
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yards from me. So I killed one of them with
a bullet through the lungs—the first shot I had
fired at a caribou.

On the following day I shot another—a stag
with too poor a head to keep—out of a herd of
six which trotted past our tent just after my
return to camp late in the afternoon. I gave
this animal to the man with the sealing gun,
who had just killed a young stag out of the
same herd. He was delighted to get two whole
carcases, and took them off home that evening
on the slow train which runs over the line daily
from St. John’s to Port-aux-Basques. This train
is called the ‘accommodation train,” and it
fully deserves the appellation. 1t travels slowly,
time is of no object to it, and on being hailed
will obligingly stop anywhere, independently
of stations, and take up passengers or deer
carcases.

On the evening of October 31st, Stroud and
I came home along the railway and took careful
note of the tracks that had crossed the line
since the snow fell. The snow had now been
lying a foot deep on the ground for two days,






80 'RECENT HUNTING TRIPS.

at present hunting, and where there would
be a good chance of finding caribou.

I at once made up my mind to try this new
field, as I was heartily sick of the neighbourhood
of the railway. We got on board the train the
same night, and reached Terra Nova station at
11 a.m. on the morning of the 1st of November.
For this excursion I engaged Saunders and
Stroud’s son, in addition to the guide and: the
cook. ‘

On leaving the train we lost no time in
packing our traps on. board a heavy row-boat,
and forthwith made a start up the lake. The
day was cold with a strong wind blowing, which
presently knocked up such a sea that we were
obliged to take shelter early in the afternoon
behind a projecting headland and lie there for
the rest of the day.

On the following morning the water of the
lake was comparatively calm, as the wind had
gone down during the night, so we lost no time
in getting on the move. Stroud and I left the
boat to proceed along the right-hand shore of
the lake and up the St. George’s River to an
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inevitably have seen us at the same time.
However, he failed to do so, and came
mooning along through the dead and leafless
tree stems, evidently with a mind so much at
ease that he had not the least suspicion
that danger and death might be lurking very
near him.

I could not at once fire, as the burnt forest
through which he was slowly moving was very
thick, so I waited for him to advance into more
open ground.

I must say he looked a splendid animal, his
snow-white neck, with a shaggy fringe of
hair depending from the throat, showing up
in striking contrast with his grey-brown body
and dark face ; whilst the red-brown palmated
antlers when viewed from one side looked
like some curious spiky growth of wood. He
soon got into a little more open ground and
gave me a very easy broadside shot at about
eighty yards, so I put a bullet through his
lungs, which killed him very quickly.

My prize was evidently an animal in his prime.
Unfortunately, only one brow tine was broadly
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Lake, came on a fine river running into the
north-west corner of the lake. This river has
no name, so far as I could learn, and is only
indicated by a dotted line on the most recent
maps.

It seems absurd to talk about getting into
unknown country close to a railway line in a
comparativelysmall island like Newfoundland—
an island, moreover, which was discovered more
than four hundred years ago; but the fact re-
mains that much of the interior, both of the
southern and northern portions of Newfound-
land, has never yet been surveyed, although 1t
has been traversed in various directions along
its chief waterways. But between the rivers
there are stretches of country which may be
said to be absolutely unknown—pathless wastes
of marsh and forest, studded with countless
little lakes and ponds, never yet looked upon
by the eye of civilized man ; wild and desolate
solitudes, at present absolutely uninhabited.

We followed the course of the river I have
mentioned for some distance westward to a
point about three miles beyond a pretty little
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tiring scramble by moonlight for the last few
miles along the bank of the river, which was
often densely wooded to its very edge.

It was just commencing to rain when at last
we reached the lake, but we managed to put
up a lean-to, over which we stretched our flimsy
bit of sail-cloth. Soon, however, the flood-gates
of heaven seemed to have opened, as the rain,
which had at first been light, became a steady
downpour, and never stopped for one instant
till two o’clock the following afternoon.

I have experienced much heavier rain in
tropical countries in the shape of storms which
did not last long, but only once before have
I known a steady downpour to be so long-
continued.

We made no attempt to sleep, as the rain beat
into the front of our shelter, and the old canvas
tarpaulin leaked so much that it was impossible
to lie down without exposing oneself to the
drippings from many places. Fortunately all
round our camp there was an inexhaustible
supply of fuel in the shape both of standing
and fallen trees, and by constantly piling great
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the caribou had travelled so far to the south-
west that we should not be able to come up
with them. He told me that at this time of
year they were accustomed to resort to the
thick forests, in which it was very difficult to
find them, and that they would not frequent
the open country again until mid-winter.

At that time the snow lies deep over the
whole island except on the exposed, wind-swept
“barrens.” On these bleak wastes the caribou
congregate, to feed on the white moss with
which the ground is covered. In very hard
winters they are said to live entirely on another
kind of moss, which grows plentifully on the
spruce firs.

As the chances of success seemed so small,
and my absence from home had already been
somewhatmore prolonged than I had anticipated,
I decided to rest satisfied with the experience
I had gained on this, my first essay at caribou
- hunting, and to endeavour to turn it to account
the following year. I had taken out a license
which entitled me to shoot five caribou stags
and two does, and I had had ample opportunity
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CARIBOU ON MIGRATION.
Photograph by S. H. PARSONS,
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islands which protect it from the storms of the
Pacific Ocean, are so narrow that one almost
always seems to be steaming up a narrow river
rather than to be navigating salt water.

All the islands and the entire length of the
coastline of the mainland are covered with
mountains whose lower slopes are thickly
wooded to the water’s edge. But behind these
soft, rounded verdure-clad hills rise great bare
rocky peaks, amongst whose lofty crests blue-
green glaciers and pure white fields of virgin
snow defy eternally the fiercest rays of the
summer’s sun. I have heard much of the
beauty and grandeur of the coast scenery of
Norway, and its glories may equal those of the
Pacific coast but can hardly surpass them.

After Skagway has been reached the wonder-
ful scenery of the White Pass has still to be
seen. The journey through the grand wild
mountain-crowned gorges of this fine pass, once
so arduous, is now made in a comfortable
railway carriage, and from the terminus of the
railway at the town of Whitehorse, which is
picturesquely situated at the foot of the
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one, as it numbered in addition to Mr. Cameron
(the manager of the Canadian Bank of Commerce
in Dawson), Mr. Patterson, Judge Dugas and
myself, as well as three American gentlemen
who had been hunting and collecting specimens
of natural history at the head of Coal Creek in
the Ogilvie Mountains, and who, now wishing
to visit a new district, had agreed to share the
expenses of chartering the steamer to the head
of the navigable portion of the Macmillan.
Thesethree American gentlemenwere Mr. Charles
Sheldon, a first-rate sportsman and naturalist,
Mr. Wilfred Osgood, of the American biological
survey, a pupil of Dr. Merriam’s, and one of the
most competent and energetic of American
field naturalists—who are second to none in
the world—and Mr. Carl Rungius, a German by
birth, but a naturalised American, who is
making a name for himself as a painter of
American big game, the habits of which he has
been carefully studying for some years past
in their native haunts. In addition to these
seven principals there were our hired men.
The Canadians had two French Canadians






















































NEAR RUSSELL CREEK,
IDEAL MOOSE COUNTRY,
Photograph by CARL RUNGIUS,
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the 17th I came on the tracks of six or seven
more of these animals that had passed the day
before. Although I hunted round for them for
several days I never came across them, or,
indeed, crossed their tracks again.

Our Canadian friends, however, from whom
we had parted company at the forks of the
Macmillan, and who were hunting in a range of
mountains about twenty-five miles away from
us, met with large numbers of caribou, as we
afterwards heard, and were able to pick out
some very fine heads. They did not, however,
get any good moose, and only saw three sheep—
a ewe, accompanied by a two-year old ram and
a lamb of a few months old.

On September 15th we moved camp about
five miles to the head of a stream running into
the Clearwater Creek of MacConnell’s survey.

The weather from September 6th to the 18th
was, on the whole, very bad. During this time
we seldom had more than five or six degrees
of frost at night, and during the daytime it
often rained hard part of the day and snowed
during the remainder. Sometimes a bitter












MOOSE COW AND CALF,
Photograph by CHARLES SHELDON,
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the valley, so I kept on in the same direction,
but in a disconsolate mood, for it seemed the
very irony of fate that this snowstorm should
have come on at so inconvenient a time.

I had walked close down to the creek, and
had but small expectations of ever coming up
with the wounded animal again, when, to my
amazement, I saw it within two hundred yards
of me, on the hillside beyond. The snow flurry
had now almost ceased as suddenly as it had
commenced, and I could see the moose quite
plainly standing amongst some scattered spruce
scrub. If it had gone only a few yards further
it would have got amongst some thickly growing
trees, and I should then almost certainly have
lost it. It must have seen me coming on
towards the creek, but was probably too severely
wounded to move, and another bullet behind
the shoulder killed it at once.

It looked a very fine dark coloured animal,
and was excessively fat. It was much younger
probably than the first bull I had killed, and
had a bell, hanging down like a tail from its
throat, quite eighteen inches in length. Louis
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about which I am writing to give much time
to the contemplation of the wonderful picture
so suddenly presented to me.

A magnificent specimen of a moose was
walking past me, right in the open, and well
within shot. A sudden eddy of wind might
bhave alarmed it at any moment, and I did
not want to take any risks about securing a
‘pair of horns, whose equal for size and rugged
beauty I was never likely to see again. I
therefore fired as quickly as possible and my
bullet must have passed right through its
heart as I afterwards found that it had struck
the centre of the shoulder.

At the shot the great bull stood still, and re-
loading my single barrelled rifle as quickly as
possible, I fired a second shot, which again
pierced its shoulder within a few inches of the
first inflicted wound. For some seconds the
dying animal still stood motionless, and I had
reloaded and could have fired again before it
fell, had I not felt sure that it was mortally
wounded.  Suddenly, without ever having
moved its feet from the moment my first
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in the Kenai Peninsulain Southern Alaska, but
the moose in that locality appear to be a local
race in which the average size of the horns is
much larger than in any other part of North
America.

My big moose was killed hundreds of miles
from the Kenai Peninsula on a western spur of
the main range of the Rocky Mountains, and
I think I may fairly say that it is one of the
biggest and heaviest moose heads ever obtained
in British North America, and it is at any rate
the finest hunting trophy that has ever fallen
to my rifle.

As soon as I had taken the necessary
measurements of the dead moose, and after
a few moments of quiet exultation over the
splendid prize I had won, I set to work to cut
off and skin the enormous head, as, had it
been left until the following day, it would have
frozen solid during the night, and would then
have been very difficult to remove.

It was nearly six o’clock when Louis got the
headskin packed, and we then started at once
for camp, which we reached at last in about
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About midday I heard two shots which I
knew must have been fired by Mr. Sheldon, and
shortly afterwards, on looking up the hill behind
our camp I saw eight white sheep, all ewes and
lambs, coming down a trail straight to camp.
As I was busy working at my headskin, and
did' not want the head of a sheep ewe, but
thought the meat of one shot close to camp
would be very useful, I told Louis to take my
rifle and try and shoot one. As-he went up
towards them, through the timber just above:
our camp, they came down into it, intending
evidently to cross the valley to the mountains
beyond, so Louis met them at very close quarters
and killed two, an old ewe and a two-year old
lamb.

After he had fired one of the scattered flock
ran very nearly into our camp, and stood looking
at us from amongst the trees at a distance of
not more than sixty yards. It soon, however,
rejoined its companions, and we presently saw
the six survivors of the flock climbing the
mountain on the other side of the valley:

In the evening Mr. Sheldon came in-with the
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and are locally known as saddle-backed sheep.
This variety has been called Owis fannini by
American naturalists. As I have said before,
I am quite sure that Owis dall: grades into
Ovis fannini, and I think it highly probable
that a little further south than the Macmillan
River—possibly in the great ranges of mountains
south of the Pelly River—Ouvis fannini will be
found to grade into the dark-coloured sheep
discovered by Mr. Andrew J. Stone, the well-
known American field naturalist, in the moun-
tains of Northern British Columbia.

On September 20th, as soon as we had had
an early breakfast, Coghlan went off with Mr.
Sheldon to bring in all the best of the meat of
the four sheep shot by the latter on the previous
day, and Louis and I went back to the carcase
of the big moose I had shot on September 18th.
I took with me a small camp kettle and a little
tea, sugar and bread, and a wolfskin robe lent
me by Coghlan, as it was my intention, after
having cut all the meat off the big moose head,
to start Louis back to camp with it. I in-
tended to sleep myself in the valley somewhere












222 RECENT HUNTING TRIPS.

I think this was a wonderful feat, as a very
large moose head is not only very heavy, but
also most awkward to carry. Louis was, how-
ever, a very strong fellow, and, on his mother’s
side, I suppose his ancestors had been used to
carrying heavy packs for generations.

Left to myself, I first chopped down a few
spruce boughs and fenced in a cosy corner
behind the upturned roots of a fallen tree.
Tken I collected a great pile of dry wood, so as
to be able to keep up a good fire, as the nights
were row getting very cold. After this I
peeled a great slab of skin from the carcase of
the big moose to lie on, and then crossed the
stream and cut some prime fat meat from that
of the younger animal.

Then I took a stroll up the valley, hoping to
meet with another mighty bull moose, or to find
some sheep feeding on the sides of the mountains,
through which it ran. However, I neither saw
nor heard any kind of wild animal, and return-
ing to my camping place in the evening, I made
myself some tea, and roasted some fat meat on
a forked stick over the fire.
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after I had skinned it for mounting, and cut off
its hind quarters, I carried these down the
valley to my last night’s sleeping place, where
I found Louis waiting for me. He had got a
camp kettle full of tea, and some fat meat
ready roasted, and after we had made a good
meal we started for camp, and got there just
after dark.

During my absence Coghlan had been down
to where we had left the canoes at our camp on
the river, and had brought back the report that
owing to the freezing up of all the creeks
running into it the water had got very low,
whilst the slack water in the river itself was
commencing to freeze. He advised us to give
up our hunt at once and make a start for the
Yukon, whilst the Macmillan and Pelly Rivers
were still open, as otherwise we might run a
grave risk of getting frozen in.

As Coghlan had had several years experience
of the Yukon country we deemed it prudent to
take his advice, as to have got frozen in on our
journey down the river would have meant the
abandonment of our canoces and everything in
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and had got a perfect alignment on' the bull’s
broad chest when it suddenly halted. We
found by actual measurement the next morning
that it had only been twenty-five yards away
from ws. It would have come much nearer,
Louis said, had it not seen Mr. Sheldon raise
his rifle. After a moment of intense suspense
there was a loud click, and the moose swung
round and rushed off through the willow
scrub.

The rifle had missed fire, and my friend’s
last chance of securing a really fine moose
head—and I am quite sure it was a big one
—was lost. True, he was able to throw the
unexploded cartridge from the breech of his
Mannlicher and fire three shots at the startled
moose as it rushed through the willow scrub,
but these were the veriest snap shots, fired
more at the sound of breaking willows—for in
its flight the moose made noise enough—than
anything else, and as far as we could discover
the next morning none of them had taken
effect. A more cruel mischance than this
missfire I have never known, nor have I ever
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experience of moose calling and had only taken
a few lessons from Louis before successfully
calling up the bull, whose narrow escape from
death I have just narrated.

Later on when we were looking for caribou
on Plateau Mountain, lower down the course of
the Macmillan River, my friend approached to
within a short distance of a bull moose, which
he did not want to shoot as its horns were not
large. Having his birch bark horn with him,
he thought he would try and call it up, but
though he kept on calling for all he was worth
for some time and in the most plaintive of
tones, the bull never paid the slightest attention
to his counterfeit blandishments, and showed
neither alarm nor curiosity at the sound. This
bull T imagine had passed the period of frenzy
which annually takes possession of his kind in
early autumn, and had no longer any desire for
female society.

The grunting of the bull moose as it
approached Mr. Sheldon’s call, was very
peculiar, and seemed to come from the throat.
There was something disagreeable about the
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On the afternoon of September 26th we
reached the forks of the Macmillan, and here
we met two trappers, Messrs. Barr and Crosby,
on their way up to a cabin we had seen close
to where we had left: our canoes, before going
into the mountains to hunt. This cabin they
had built the previous year, and they intended
to spend the winter in it whilst engaged in
trapping martens and beavers. During that
time they and two other trappers, Messrs.
Riddell and Cameron, would be the only human
beings in all the vast country drained by the
two branches of the Macmillan River, for there
are no Indians in any part of this territory.

We heard from the trappers that our Canadian
friends had gone down the river from the South
Fork, on their way to Dawson on the 23rd, and
that Messrs. Osgood and Rungius were waiting
for us in an old cabin on the main stream of the
Macmillan, near Plateau Mountain. We subse-
quently learned that the Canadian party had
come across large herds of caribou in the
mountains on the South Fork, and had shot
eleven fine bulls, some of them with exception-
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They measured fifty-one inches from the burr
to the top of the main beam, and were very
thick and heavy, but with very little palmation
anywhere. At this carcase Mr. Rungius had
again had the good fortune to find and kill a
wolverine with a long shot. The day before
we reached the cabin Mr. Osgood had shot a
young bull moose close to the hbank of the
river. Its horns had a spread of forty-eight
inches.

It was near this camp that Mr. Rungius had
cal'ed up the two moose bulls one evening, of
which I have already spoken. As Mr. Sheldon
and I wished to have another try for caribou, we
decided to “ pack ”’ up to the edge of the timber
line on Plateau Mountain, and see if we could
come across any of these animals on its flat
grassy summit, our friends agreeing towait for
us further down the river.

On September 28th it rained so hard that we
could do nothing, so we all took a day’s rest in
the shelter of the cabin. The following morning,
too, broke in rain and mist, but as it looked a
little better after breakfast, Mr. Sheldon and I,
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During the intense cold of the winter months
near the Arctic circle the hairy coat of the por-
cupine, which in more temperate regions is
quite short, becomes so long and thick that its
quills are completely hidden from view.

On Friday, September 30th, the weather was
bright and clear, but very cold, with a strong
wind blowing from the north. Mr. Sheldon
and I had a long day’s tramp, he taking the
right hand beat from our camp and I the left.
I took Louis with me, and we first climbed to
the top of Plateau Mountain, and, after crossing
to the further side, made a long round hack
over the shoulders, climbing up and down many
gulches, and reaching camp just at dark. We
found the snow lying pretty deep on the flat
top of the mountain, and crossed no caribou
tracks at all.

In the evening I saw and might have shot a
moose bull with a fairly good head, but I spared
it, as I did not want to be lumbered up with
anything but a really fine pair of horns.

Mr. Sheldon came across the tracks of some
sheep, and followed them a long way to an out-






CARIBOU STAG SHOT AND
PHOTOGRAPHED BY CARL RUNGIUS
ON PLATEAU MOUNTAIN.
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quite.filledthe river from side ito side, and we
could 'do nothing but travel with the pack until
we. got to broader reaches and were able to find
open channels again.amongst the floes.

On 'the morning of October 4th a ‘piece of
hard:ice:knocked a hole in my canoe near the
bow, and we had to gorashore and plug it up.
The “same evening we reached the mouth of
Kalzas River, and in the large cabin 'there
found ithat a French Canadian, named Lebel,
had established himself and meant to pass the
winter trapping. ‘We here got an old fruit:tin,
and 'with this and .a 'small packet of copper
nails which T had brought with me from Dawson,
Louis patched up my injured ‘canoe most suc-
cessfully.

We spent the night in the cabin with Lebel,
who insisted upon opening a tin of butter for
our benefit, though we were just getting back
to civilization, and he was about to spend a
long dreary winter in the wilds. However, we
were able to give him a good supply of fresh
meat, and all the flour and bacon and moose fat
we did not require to take us into Selkirk.
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itself, so’ long after all other' gulls: which
breed  on' the Yukon and Pelly’ Rivers had
left for the sea-coast, I do not know:

With' our return” to Selkirk ‘my pleasant
little trip into the wilds'of the Yukon territory
-came to an end. The' North Fork of the
Macemillan is a hard ' country in which to
undertake a hunt as Mr. Sheldon' and I had
done, without a guide or any Indian packers;
or other' means ‘of transport, but as both the
moose and caribou grow very large in that
district, and bears’and wild sheep' are also to
be found there, it is undoubtedly a tempting
locality for a hunter.

The great trouble is the shortness of the
season during which it is’ posstble to hunt; for
the antlers of moose“and caribou are not clear
of velvet 'before the' first week in September,
and it is not safe to remain in the country
after October 1st at the latest’ for 'fear'of
getting frozen ‘in:

Still, whatever its drawbacks: may ' be"front
the point of view of theé big game hunter, I
found theé*Yukon territory a most ‘fascinating
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After Cormack’s discovery it was, however,
never again seen bya white man untilMr. Howley
himself visited it in 1875, since which time, to
the best of the latter’s knowledge and belief,
no one else had ever been there.

This does not mean that there is any great
difficulty in getting to King George’s Lake, but
it proves, I think, that the interior of Newfound-
land has no attractions for the white inhabitants
of the island, all of whom live on the seaboard,
and depend for their living almost entirely on
the cod fishery, and the annual slaughter of
seals on the ice floes off the coast of Labrador.

In the autumn of 1905 I paid my third visit
to Newfoundland in order to see something of
the interior of the island, as well as shoot a few
caribou.

The latter ambition, had it been the sole
object of my journey, might have been satisfied
easily enough quite close to the railway line
which crosses the island, but I love to hunt and
study the habits of game whenever possible in
wild and little-known districts, and I therefore
determined to try and reach the lake which
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shallowness of the water in' many parts of the
river, we met with no difficulties in the way of
falls or dangerous rapids, and reached Lloyd’s
Lake soon after midday on the morning of the
10th without once having had to take our canoce
out of the water.

The lumberers from Millertown, we found, had
cut .all the best timber :on both banks of the
river as far as Lloyd’s Lake, and for two or
three miles along the western shore of ‘the lake
itself. = Beyond that point; however, no lumber-
ing at all had been done, and since the aboriginal
Indians had died out, the country had remained
uninhabited and undisturbed.

Lloyd’s River runs between two lines of hills
which. rise to a height of between one thousand
and two thousand feet, the lower portions being
densely wooded. The caribou do not seem to
frequent the valley of the river or-to cross it in
any number during migration. At any rate we
saw none of the animals themselves and but few
tracks either on our way to Lloyd’s Lake or on
the return journey. On the other hand, they
cross the lower end of Lloyd’s Lake, which is
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It then left the marsh, and walked along the
shore of a wooded promontory, and was
browsing on some bushes when I fired at and
killed it from the canoe at a distance of not
more than fifty yards.

It proved to be a good-sized stag, and
judging by its teeth must have been five or
six years old, but it carried a miserable little
pair of horns. However, I had not shot it for
its head but for its meat, and that if not fit for
a king was at least very good for a hungry
man.

Although it was still early in the day we
camped at once alongside the carcase of the
slain deer, and were soon feasting on fried
steaks with appetites that any primeval savage
might have envied.

Whilst walking along the lake-shore in the
evening I came across the stump of a large
birch tree that had been cut down by beavers
apparently about two years previously, but I
saw no fresher indications of these animals.

On the morning of October 11th, with a
strong wind behind us, we ran down Lloyd’s


















260 RECENT HUNTING TRIPS.

We stowed all the provisions we left behind
in bags, which we suspended from the branches
of trees with our towing rope, so that no prowl-
ing bear could get at them.

During our first day’s walk along the river
we saw several caribou but no big stag. These
caribou were all curiously tame. Two of them
allowed us to walk along one side of the river,
whilst they kept pace with us on the other, and
less than one hundred yards away from us, for
more than a mile, when they at last turned into
the forest. As the wind was blowing down
stream they did not scent us, and I imagine
they had never before seen human beings.

In the afternoon we reached the entrance to
a canyon, where the river is confined to a
narrow channel running between rocky bluffs.
We experienced a great deal of trouble follow-
ing the river along this part of its course,
hampered as we were with our packs, and also
found it very difficult to reach a place where it
was possible to camp. Finally we made a bad
camp just at dark. Late in the evening we
passed a young caribou stag.
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certain proof that they had passed the summer
in the vicinity. All the deer, too, that we saw
in this neighbourhood were quiescent, and not
travelling. But although I saw a number of
big heavy old stags, I did not find a single one
with a really good head.

On the evening of the day on which we
reached King George’s Lake, we saw a herd of
about twenty caribou, most of which were lying
down, on an open piece of ground beyond the
river. I was unable, however, to make out
with my glasses, whether or no there was a
big stag with them, and as it was already late
I did not go after them.

The following day broke in mist and
showers of cold sleety rain, but as we wanted
meat Geange and I crossed the river soon after
breakfast and went up over the broken ground
where we had seen the caribou feeding on the
preceding evening. DBetween the river and
this open ground we had to pass through a
belt of brushwood, and got almost wet through
to the skin by the drip from the trees. As we
trudged on through the boggy ground, into
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horns, too, though well-shaped, were disappoint-
ing, being not nearly as heavy as they had
appeared through the rain. We got back to
camp early in the afternoon with the head and
some very poor meat, and spent the rest of the
day drying our clothes before a big fire.

The wet stormy weather continued without
intermission for. nearly four days, and after
a respite of only a few hours, came on again
worse than ever.

In spite of the rain I went out with Geange
every day. We got wet through regularly—
more from the drip off the trees and bushes
than from the rain itself, which was never
heavy—but were always able to dry our clothes
on returning to camp before the roaring fire
which Smart had waiting for us.

On October 18th we went into some high
‘““barrens ”’ to the north-west of the lake but saw
no caribou at all, although the whole country
was covered with their tracks. I think they
had all left the open ground and taken shelter
from the wind-driven sleet storms in the sur-

rounding forests, where the spruce trees grow
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About midday we came on a stag with five
does,but it did not seem to be avery large animal,
and its horns were small and light. We passed
these caribou below the wind so as not to disturb
them, and about an hour later sighted another
herd, several of which were lying down just on
the edge of a patch of forest. Getting a little
nearer I soon saw there was a stag with them,
which I hoped might be the possessor of a fine
head. These caribou were in an excellent
position for a stalk, as the wind was blowing
across the open marsh into the piece of forest
on the edge of which they were.

Under the shelter of the trees and taking care
not to make the slightest noise, I approached
to within fifty yards of the stag, and studied
his head closely. But though he was a fine
large animal, and his brow and bez tines were
fairly well developed, the tops of his horns
were very poor, which is a common fault in
the heads of caribou stags in Newfoundland.
I held his life in my hand and the bad
development of the tops of his horns was the
only thing that saved it. As it was I crept
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Although we had now but little to carry in the
way of provisions, except a few pounds of flour
and a little tea and sugar, yet the wet tarpaulin,
together with cooking utensils, the men’s
blankets, a haunch of venison, and the caribou
head and scalp, which I had preserved, made
up two good loads for the men, whilst I carried
my own blankets, spare clothing and rifle.

When day broke on the morning of October
20th the rain had stopped but the sky looked
dark and lowering. A strong wind was
blowing from the south-west, before which
showers of sleety rain were frequently driven
almost horizontally across the waterlogged
country. FEarly in the afternoon, however, it
cleared up a little, and we once more saw some
blue sky and caught a glimpse of the sun.

In the course of the morning we saw several
small bands of caribou which, however, all got
our wind, as it was blowing from behind us.
Soon after midday we espied a large herd away
to our right in the middle of an open marsh.
We could see there was a big stag with them,
but as it was just then raining I could not tell
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I imagine that these caribou had never seen
a human being before, and, not knowing what
I was, wanted to have a closer view and get my
wind. They came and stood within one hundred .
yards of me, and the old stag looked a grand
beast, with his great white neck and broadly
palmated horns, but the sleet was cutting into
my eyes-and half blinding me, and.I found it
quite impossible to get a sight on him.

Not knowing what to make of me the caribow
soon trotted off again for a short distance, and.
then, breaking into a gallop, commenced to
circle round to get my wind. TLis enabled me
very soon. to turn my left cheek to the wind
and rain, and get my right eye into shelter:
Hastily drying it with the corner of my coat, I
was once more able to look along my rifle
barrel and see the sights plainly.

The caribou just then all halted, and the old
stag swinging round stood facing me. I took a
steady shot at him from a sitting position with
the two hundred yards’ sight, and as he turned
again. I thought I heard the bullet strike.
He did not run one hundred yards before
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growth of pine trees is only met with on the
high “barrens” of Newfoundland, and then only
in comparatively narrow belts, but getting
through even a few hundred yards of it tires
one out.

Late in the afternoon we approached a
beautiful lake about three miles long by two
in breadth, lying just under the mountain
range towards which we had been directing
our course. 1 ascertained afterwards from
Mr. Howley that he did not know of the
existence of this little lake, so it is quite
possible that my two companions and myself
were the only white men who had ever visited it.

The ease with which one can discover new
lakes in Newfoundland is one of the delights
of travel in that country. Much of the interior
of the island is yet unmapped, and as the whole
countryis full of “ponds” (as the lakes of all sizes
are locally called) anyone who is enterprising
enough to go off the beaten track after caribou
will at once become an explorer in a small way.

As we approached the lake we saw six herds
of caribou feeding on an open grassy plain which
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converted the last of our flour into flat cakes,
‘baked in the frying-pan, and they were just
about enough to last us until we reached our
store on the river, if we did not delay very long
in getting ‘there. Besides the bread and a
little tea we still had meat enough for a few
more meals.

Saturday, October 2lst, was about as bad a
-day for travelling as one could well imagine,
all the beauties of the landscape being
obscured by showers of sleety rain. Had we
had more food I think we would have lain over
a day under the shelter of our tarpaulin, hoping
for better things on the morrow, but as it was
we had to get on, so we made our way down
through the soaking woods to the river, which
'we reached at:about midday, just in the middle
of the narrow rocky canyon.

For the last week we had been getting wet
regularly every day, but there are degrees of
wetness, and “we ‘were so thoroughly soaked
when we finally waded waist-deep through the
river, that I believe we were just as wet
through above the water as below it.
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always found either lying down or feeding
quietly on one spot.

Although we saw several caribou stags in the
course of the afternoon, none of them carried
very good horns, so I let them all pass un-
‘molested.

On the following day the weather was fairly
fine except for occasional showers of sleet and
snow. In the morning we climbed some trees
on the top of a high wooded ridge, but could
see no sign of open ground, nothing but dense
forest as far as the eye could reach. Tresolved,
therefore, to carry the caribou skin and head
back to our camp on the river in the afternoon,
and then return to the little lake where we had
seen the six herds of caribou feeding at one
time, in the hope of being able to find a stag
with a good head amongst them.

This trip, however, met with no success, for
the weather once more turned so bad that all
the caribou left the open ground and took
shelter in the woods, which were so thick that
we could never see them there before they heard
us. Whilst making our way up the river on
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every hair of which is hollow and filled with
air, so that these animals may be said to. be
clothed in a lifebelt.

After leaving Lloyd’s Lake we proceeded
down the Exploits River (more commonly
known as Lloyd’s River) to the foot of a
mountain known as Mount Ramsay, and camped
at the mouth of a creek, which, judging by the
amount of water it brought down, my men
said must have its source in a good-sized lake.
The next morning, with. packs on our backs;:
we followed. the course of the creek to the
shoulder of Mount. Ramsay and, putting down.
our loads, climbed nearly to the top of the
mountain, in order to get a view over the.
surrounding country. To our right we could
see a good-sized lake in which no doubt the
creek whose course we had been following
took its rise. To the north-west lay a great
expanse of open ground, the nearest part of
which was not more than a .couple of miles:
distant, though it took us some time to get
through the intervening forest, which was
very dense.
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both Smart and Geange with me on to the
marshes beyond the lakes, as I wanted to bring
back a good supply of meat to camp as well as
a fine head if I could see a good stag.

We soon spied a herd of eight caribou coming
across the marsh, so leaving my companions
in a hollow through which a small stream ran
into one of the chain of lakes, I cut across in
front of them to see if there was a good stag
with them.

I soon saw that the only male amongst them
was not worth shooting, so let them all pass,
and was then returning to where I had left
Smart and Geange, when I saw another herd
coming across the open ground and making
straight for where my men were standing,
though as they were in the bed of the creek
the caribou were still invisible to them.

The herd numbered ten animals, one of
which I could see through my glasses was a
good-sized stag. They came rapidly across
the marsh, sometimes trotting, at others halting
to eat a little moss or grass. It was presently
evident that they were making exactly for the
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away where Geange and Smart had been
sitting and would not advance a step farther.

After standing perfectly still for several
minutes, during which time all the other
members of the herd (except the stag which
had never ceased grazing) stood looking at
her, the suspicious animal at last turned round
and walked slowly back the way she had come,
always keeping her head raised and her little
tail cocked up. Presently they all worked
round on to their former course and got behind
me. They then got my wind and scurried off
towards the south-west, and never stopped
again as long as they were in sight.

We did not see any more caribou until the
afternoon, when a large band came in sight.
They were travelling very rapidly, making for
the chain of lakes which I thought they
intended to cross, but reaching the shore
of one of them they followed its course towards
where we were standing. Leaving my
companions I now made for the lake, and
presently took up a position amongst some
small pine scrub within one hundred yards
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the water, I fired at and hit him exactly in the
middle of the shoulder. My bullet, as I found
out afterwards, went right through him, break-
ing both shoulders, but it must have missed
his heart, as it did not kill him.

Directly I fired, dropping the big stag on the
spot, his two companions came trotting past me
on the one side, whilst the herd came close up
to where I was sitting. I counted them and
found they numbered twenty-six altogether, two
of them being young stags, and all the rest does
and last year’s fawns; so that with the three
big stags the herd had consisted of twenty-nine
animals altogether.

On walking up to examine my prize, which
I thought was dead, he gave a tremendous
heave with his hind legs, which were uninjured,
and threw himself off the steep bank, on the
edge of which he had been lying, on to
the ice below, through which he crashed, and
then, with a series of plunges, broke his way
some twenty yards out into the lake. I then
killed him with a bullet through the lungs, and
Smart got out to the carcase with the help of
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millan River. Imight have travelled the three
hnndred miles down the Yukon from Whitehorse
to Selkirk by steamer, and saved a couple of
days by so doing; but this would have cost
me at least one hundred dollars ; and as I had a
good twenty-foot canoe, to carry me down the
swift-flowing river, and the weather was fine,
I had no hesitation in commencing my canoe
journey from Whitehorse.

For the loan of the canoe which I used on
this trip, I was indebted to the great kindness
of Mr. H. Wheeler, the traffic manager of the
White Pass and Yukon Railway, who did
everything possible to assist me.

Of the two men who accompanied me, the
one, Charles Coghlan, had bheen with Mr.
Sheldon and myself up the north fork of the
Macmillan two years previously, and I, there-
fore, knew him well. He is not only a splendid
specimen of a man physically, almost literally
as strong as a bull, but he is also one of the
best tempered and most good natured fellows
I have ever met, never tiring of hard work or
losing his cheerful good spirits.
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two French Canadians, about three miles up
the river, early in the afternoon.

These men have cleared about fifty acres of
land along the bank of the river of all trees
and bush, and grow good crops of potatoes and
oats in the light loamy soil. The oats are cut
before they are fully ripe, and used as green
forage for horses. The potatoes mature and
ripen much more quickly in this northern
country than in more southerly latitudes, as
they get so much more sunlight whilst they
are growing.

We heard from one of the farmers that a
party of Selkirk Indians, who had lately been
catching salmon a couple of miles further up
the river, had quite recently killed four moose
near their camp, and that during the spring
and summer a single Indian belonging to
another tribe had killed sixteen of these
animals—of course, most of them cows and
calves—in the country between the lower Pelly
and the Stewart River.

Fortunately for the game of Alaska and the
Yukon territory Indians are not very numerous
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thecariboufollowed allalongit, untilthey reached
the settlement through which they proceeded
to pass. The inhabitants turned out en masse,
and are said to have killed six hundred of them.
One big stag put its head into an open cabin
door, and could not withdraw its great wide-
spreading horns, and was killed with an axe by
a man who was inside the cabin.

With all these agencies at work upon its
destruction, no doubt game is being rapidly
killed off in certain areas of Alaska and the
Yukon territory, but vast stretches of country
still remain where no gold has been found.
There the game is practically unmolested,
and I hope and believe that for ages yet to
come, moose, caribou, wild sheep and bears,
in certain districts of these vast territories,
will continue to find safe retreats, in which
they will be but seldom disturbed by either
white or Indian hunters.

On the morning of August 10th, the day
after we had passed the farm on the lower
Pelly, I was walking along the bank of the
river, about a mile ahead of the canoe, when I
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After loading up as much meat as we could
carry on our canoe, we proceeded on our way,
and slept that night on an island just below
two rocks standing in the middle of the
river, known as the Gull Rocks, as they form
the nesting site of a colony of American
herring gulls (Larus argentatus smithsonianus).

As the current in the Pelly and Macmillan
Riversis far too swift to make headway against
by paddling, the only way to get a canoe
along is by poling and towing. Only two
men are required for this, so I left the
management of the canoe entirely to Coghlan
and Thomas, both of whom are very experi-
enced men in this kind of work. They took
it in turn to pole and tow, and by working
very hard for nine or ten hours every day
made an average of about eighteen miles, a
very good rate of travel, I think, under all the
circumstances.

I walked the whole way along the bank and
tried to keep a good distance ahead of the
canoe in the hope of seeing game before it
had been disturbed by the canoe, for poling
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across the river and landed under some over-
hanging bushes amongst which I could not
see 1t.

Soon after this we reached the cabin under
Plateau Mountain, where Mr. Sheldon and I
had spent a couple of days in 1904. We found
two trappers, both of them Englishmen, for
whom we had brought letters from Selkirk,
installed in the comfortable log hut (which one
of them had helped to build four years pre-
viously). This latter gentleman had then only
lately taken his discharge from the North-west
Mounted Police force, and had been earning his
living by trapping ever since.

His first winter’s trapping, he told me, had
been very remunerative, as he and one com-
panion had caught nearly three hundred martens
in prime fur, besides a number of lynxes, mink,
and other animals. During the second winter,
however, they only trapped some thirty martens
on the same ground. During both these seasons
he had set his traps low down near the river,
but he now intended laying out his lines for
traps for the coming winter’s work high . up
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set, to look after, and will try and visit every trap
on all his trails at least once a week throughout
the winter. During September every trapper
tries to shoot his winter’s meat, and get it
stored in his various cabins.

In this part of America the moose supplies
the trapper’s wants almost entirely, as this
animal can be found along the rivers near the
usual trapping grounds, whilst the wild sheep
and caribou do not often leave the mountain
ranges.

In September moose bulls become exceed-
ingly fat, and their meat is then equal to good
beef, and as the nights are by that time already
cold, it can be kept quite sweet until the
following summer. When trappers have no
dogs they do not require to shoot much game,
but each dog kept would probably eat as much
meat during the long winter as its master.

I learned from our friends at Plateau Moun-
tain that dogs are not only most useful to them
as draught animals in the winter, when small
light sledges can be pulled almost anywhere
over the snow, but, that if properly packed,
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catch any salmon in the net they carried with
them.

They had seen the moose feeding amongst
some willows on the other side of the river,
and only a few hundred yards from their cabin,
and Mr. P—— had crossed over in their boat
and shot it at very close range. They very
kindly gave us a fresh supply of fine fat meat.
The horns of this moose, Mr. P informed

me, were not at all large, and were still covered
with velvet.

We learned here that an American trapper
with his wife and three children were getting
ready to pass the winter in a cabin about eight
miles further up the river, and that two young
Englishmen, Messrs. A and L——, were
working some gold-bearing ground on Russell
Creek, which runs into the Macmillan River
-about three miles below the forks.

I had met Mr. A on Russell Creek in
1904, and, subsequently, with his wife 1in
England ; and I knew that both of them, as
well as Mr. and Mrs. L——, had passed the
preceding winter all by themselves in this far
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her knowledge of everything appertaining to
woodcraft and the trapping of fur-bearing
animals. At thesame time she is a well-educated,
well-informed woman, who can impart her know-
ledgeof the wild creatures she has lived amongst
in perfectly pronounced and softly spoken
English.

Of the Hosfall’s four children—all girls—the
eldest was being educated at the mission school
at Selkirk. The three that were with their
parents were sweetly pretty little creatures,
with rosy cheeks and fine dark eyes.

Last year Mrs. Hosfall and her children met
with a terrible adventure, which I will relate
as it was told me by her husband.

“In the spring of 1905 I went down to
Selkirk to get provisions, leaving my wife and
children in the cabin, far away up the Pelly
River, in which we had all lived during the
previous winter. I told my wife that I would
try and get back by a certain date towards the
end of May and made every effort to do so.

“ One evening on my return journey I camped
late some distance above the canyon, and was
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for Selkirk, three hundred miles distant. The
river was in flood, as the ice had only just gone
out, and rowing and floating alternately on the
strong stream day and night, racing against
death to the children from starvation and cold,
my wife was prepared to attempt the passage
of the Pelly Canyon by night—a most terrible
risk to run—in order to reach Selkirk as soon
as possible, for I was before my time, and she
did not expect to meet me on my return
journey.

“Jt was very fortunate she did so, for my
poor little children were near death’s door,
from starvation and exposure to the bitter
cold, when I got them ashore.”

On the afternoon of Friday, August 24th, we
reached the cabin near the mouth of Russell
Creek, which had been built three years
previously by the trappers John Barr and
George Crosby.

Finding no one here, and having letters for
Mr. and Mrs. Armstrong, I walked up to their
camp at the mine—twelve miles of bad trail.
Starting from the river soon after four I got there
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was not far from the foothills of a fine range of
mountains lying between the south fork of
the Macmillan and the Pelly River, so I deter-
mined to use it as a base, and to carry some
provisions and a light camp outfit up nearly to
the limit of forest growth. From there I could
hunt the bare mountains above in search of
caribou.

On the morning of Tuesday, August 28th,
with heavy packs on our backs, we started for
the mountains ; and late in the afternoon when,
after an exceedingly tiring climb, we were at
length approaching the open downs above the
timber-line, we sighted two caribou high up on
the hillside above us.

As we had now been some days without fresh
meat it was at once decided that I should try
and shoot one of them, and that whilst I was
doing so, Coghlan and Thomas should push on
up the valley we were then following, and look
for a good camping-place near its head. They
were to go on by short stages, taking it in
turns to go back and bring on my pack.

Relieved of this burden I climbed rapidly
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on again, and then cutting off a good load of
meat, to which I added the tongue, liver and
kidneys, presently rejoined my companions.

It was late that evening before we got our
camp pitched and a good fire alight; but
before nightfall the rain stopped altogether,
and after we had made a good supper we dried
our wet clothes before the fire and got under
our blankets quite ready for a long night’s
rest. '

On the following morning I sent Coghlan
and Thomas to bring in the meat of the
caribou doe, and went out by myself to look
for a stag worth shooting for his head.

Qur camp was situated at the bottom of a
ravine down which ran a fine clear mountain
stream. We were close to the limit of the
growth of spruce and birch trees, which were
succeeded along the banks of the creek by a
few patches of willow scrub, some four or five
feet in height.

The sides of the ravine rose steeply on either
side to the edge of what I may term upland
plateaux, on which there were neither trees nor
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made out with my glasses to be a small stag
with two does and a fawn, near the top of the
hill to my right.

Presently, when I had walked a couple of
miles or so across the open ground, I sighted
another small herd, which I soon saw with my
glasses consisted of seven animals, one of which
was a stag.

The stag presently walked up to the top of a.

stony ridge, where he stood out well against
the sky-line, and I could then see his horns
quite plainly. They seemed to me to be about
the length of those of an average full-grown
caribou stag in Newfoundland, and I judged
the animal that bore them, therefore, to be
still young—as the full-grown stags of the
mountain ranges of the Yukon carry very long
and very massive horns.

I thought, however, that I had better
try and get a nearer view, and to do this
I had to make a somewhat lengthy stalk in
order to approach the herd from below the
wind.

I had got within three hundred yards of the
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but just walked slowly away until they dis-
appeared from view behind a ridge of stony
ground.

They had hardly done so when I saw the
horns of another caribou stag just showing
above a swell in the ground in the opposite
direction, and immediately my eyes caught
sight of them I knew they were the horns of a
big stag. The wind was perfectly right,
blowing at the moment straight in my face.

I crept down into the hollow below me, and
then ran rapidly towards the rising ground
behind which I knew the big stag must be. I
was within fifty yards of the foot of the rise,
when I again saw his horns appearing over the
top, and sat down to wait for him. But the
top of his head had only just come into view
when I felt an eddy of wind come from behind
me.

Round went the great horns and immediately
disappeared, and I knew that the stag had got
my wind and at once turned and fled.

I ran forwards as hard as I could to the top
of the rise but could see nothing of the stag,
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to where the dead caribou lay before four
o'clock, and, after cutting him up, we again
reached camp before dark.

On the following day, August 31st, Coghlan
and Thomas took the skulls and horns of the
two caribou stags I had already shot, together
with some fat and meat, down to our base
camp on the river, returning in the evening
with some additions to our small store of pro-
visions. During the morning I was busy
cleaning and preparing my two headskins.

In the afternoon I took a round over the
ground to the left of where I had shot the first
caribou, getting back to camp just as the night
was setting in. I saw several caribou in little
lots of two, and three, and four together, but
they were all does and young animals.

On my return to the edge of the high ground
overlooking the ravine in which our camp was
situated, I saw our fire blazing cheerily in the
gathering gloom, and I knew that: my men had
got back from the river. Not very long after
that we all three sat down to a dinner of fat
caribou steaks, with fresh-baked bread and
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was covered with a growth of willow scrub, we
disturbed a small herd of six caribou, two of
them good-sized stags, but not, I think, very
big ones. Iwas afraid that they might disturb
the single stag, but they passed a good way
below and out of sight of him, and presently
I crawled on my hands and knees—having left
Thomas behind—to the edge of the hollow
filled with old snow.

The stag was no longer there, but I felt sure
he had only just left it, and was still somewhere
near. I first looked round very carefully,
keeping my head low down, then gradually
raised it higher and higher as my eyes swept
over the uneven stony ground around me.

Suddenly I saw the tops of the stag’s horns
quite close to me, and splendidly palmated tops
they were, too.

I knew he must be lying down within
twenty yards of me, and in that open ground
I knew, too, that however quickly he might
spring to his feet and dash off he could not get
away from me. So I rose to my feet holding
my rifle at the ready.
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on their success as hunters for their daily food,
can ever know or comprehend.

The horns of this caribou were perfectly
clear of velvet, which must, I should think,
have been rubbed off a day or two before, as
there was not' a shred of it.left on them, and
they were dark red-brown in colour. They
were very handsome and at the same time very
interesting, differing entirely in type fromall
other specimens I have seen obtained in the
Yukon territory.

As a rule the horns of the caribou from this
district are very long and distinctly of the
barren ground type, with the bez tine very
much  elongated and very slightly palmated.
The horns of the animal I had just killed were
only forty inches in length, but well palinated
in all parts and with beautiful tops. They
were, in fact, intermediate in form between
the usually accepted barren ground and wood-
land types of horns, which shows how very
difficult it 1s to classify the various races or
species of caribou according to the shape of

their horns.
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The following morning I was just preparing
to clean the headskin of the stag I had shot
the previous day, when Thomas, who had gone
to the creek to get water, called out that he
could see a caribou just on the edge of the
plateau above our camp, and that he thought
he was a big one. When I went out with my
glasses be was just standing on the sky-line,
and I saw at once that his horns were very
long.

I had no difficulty in getting up to and
killing this stag. I found him lying down
amongst some willow scrub just beyond the
brow of the hill. His horns were quite clear
of velvet and very long, measuring fifty-five
inches over the curve, with a spread of forty-
eight inches (inside measurement). Coghlan
and Thomas took several photographs of him
before cutting him up, and then brought his
head and the best of the meat down to
camp.

By the evening I had got both the headskins
cleaned, and my men had cut all the meat off
the skulls, which, on the following day, they
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When I came near the fallen animal I was
surprised and delighted to find that it was a
black wolf—a fine large male.

In Alaska the large grey American timber
wolves attain their greatest size, and a very
handsome black variety appears to be not
uncommon. These Alaskan wolves are said
never to assemble together in packs, even in
winter, but to hunt alone or two or three
together. They are seldom seen in the day-
time, and almost all the skins obtained are
those of animals which have been poisoned,
though some are trapped by the Indians. To
have met with and shot in broad daylight a
fine specimen of a black wolf was, therefore,
a great piece of good luck.

I spent all the remainder of the day in
skinning my prize and cleaning out the head
and feet so that I could have it mounted whole.

On September 4th we returned to the cabin
on the river, and on the following day took the
canoe about fifteen miles further up stream to
near the mouth of the Riddell River, named
after the trapper of that name, who spent two
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round for some minutes when they suddenly
struck something about half-way up the hill-
side opposite, which looked to me like a moose
lying down. I thought I could see the dark
mass of his body surmounted by great white
horns.

As far as my éxperience goes the horns of
old moose bulls in the Yukon territoryare always
white—looking almostas if theywere perished —
when the velvet is first rubbed off them, and
they remain white all September and during
the early part of October. Whether they
become brown like the horns of moose in
Eastern Canada later on in the season I do
not know.

Without taking my eyes off what I thought
was a moose lying down, I took my glasses out
of my pocket, and had just focussed them on
to the spot, when Thomas, who did not know
that I had seen anything, brought his axe down
with a crash on a log of wood, and instantly I
saw through my glasses a great bull moose rise
from his bed and stand listening.

Of course I said at once to Thomas, ‘“ Don't
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wooded valley some one thousand five hundred
feet below us. I got down to, and killed him
without much difficulty, and he proved to be a
fine large animal with quite a pretty head,
measuring fifty-three inches in spread, and
having twenty-two ‘points, eleven -on each
side.

This moose was in splendid condition,
literally as fat as a stall-fed ox; but we found
that some time previously, probably in the early
spring, he had received a bullet wound in the
right shoulder, which had shattered the bone
at the elbow joint all to pieces.

The wound, inflicted probably by the rifle
of a trapper, had apparently given him but little
inconvenience. There was no sign of inflam-
mation round the wound, and no sloughing,
the hole through the skin being filled with
powdered bone. I cut the shoulder open and
found several large pieces of detached bone
loose amongst the muscles, and the solid
ends of the bone were so far apart that I do
not think they would ever have become united
again.
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On September 12th I had a long day with
Thomas on the tops of the mountains—which
were now covered with new-fallen snow. A
cold piercing wind was blowing over the high
open ground. We soon saw a small herd of
seven caribou (does and fawns with one young
stag). When we first saw them they were
feeding towards us, so thinking there might be
a big stag behind we squatted down.

They came up quite near us before getting
our wind, when they at once ran off.

After this we saw nothing more for a long
time, but early in the afternoon, as I was
walking a little in advance of Thomas, I
suddenly saw first the horns and then the
great white neck of a caribou stag appearing
from behind the shoulder of a hill a few
hundred yards in front of me.

Squatting down at once, I soon witnessed a
sight which will long live in my memory.

One after another four magnificent old
caribou stags walked slowly one behind the
other into full view on the open ground in
front of us.
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splendid pairs of antlers, certainly finer than
those of the first three caribou I had shot, and
since, as yet, there are no restrictions as
regards the numbers of game that may be
shot in the Yukon territory, I should have
contravened no law but that of my own con-
science had T added their heads to my collection
of trophies.

I now examined the two slain stags. 'Lhey
were both magnificent specimens of the finest
race of caribou on the North American con-
tinent. The horns of the one measured over
fifty-seven inches in length, those of the
other fifty-one inches, and they were both
of them very big heavy animals in splendid
condition.

I preserved the skin of the one with the
longest pair of horns very carefully, for mount-
ing, and this splendid animal may now be seen
in the mammalian gallery of the Natural
History Museum, at South Kensington, side by
side with a specimen of the Newfoundland race
of caribou, which I brought home from that
island in 1905. Both these specimens have
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On September 13th, Coghlan and Thomas
went and brought in the heads, and some of
the meat of the stags I had shot on the
preceding day, whilst I remained in camp,
cleaning and preserving the complete skin
and hoofs of the one, and the headskin of
the other.

On the following day my men carried the
heads, together with some of our camp outfit,
and a supply of meat, down to the river, as I
now wanted to leave the caribou ground and
look for moose in the forests on the lower slopes
of the hills.

It was my intention, if I could shoot another
good moose bull pretty quickly, to get back
to Whitehorse as soon as possible, and make
a little trip after sheep from there, taking a
couple of pack horses with me, so as to be
able to move about.

In the Macmillan country, with no means of
transport but the backs of three men, one
cannot cover much ground after first “ packing ”’
up into the mountains, and as sheep rams
band together in the summer and autumn,
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dark grey, and when in shadow looked quite
black.

After descending to the bottom of the ravine
I followed it down a long way, passing through
many willow swamps where there was much
old sign of moose, but I came across no fresh
tracks of these animals, which I do not think
had yet commenced to travel round as they
would do later on in the season.

On the morning of September 15th we bade
adieu to our camp on the caribou mountains,
and making an early start, reached the cabin
on the river before midday. We then loaded
up our canoe at once, and in the afternoon made
a start down the river.

We intended to camp for a few days near
the forks of the Macmillan and hunt for moose
in the neighbourhood of some lakes and willow
swamps we had seen from the tops of the
mountains in which we had lately been hunting
caribou. As it turned out, however, I had the
great good fortune to come on a fine moose bull,
without doing any hunting.

Late in the afternoon, just before it was
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almost incredible, but it’s true. I thought I
had the sight on the centre of his shoulder
when I pulled the trigger, but Coghlan and
Thomas were trying to hold the canoe in the
swift stream, and it was rocking badly and,
anyhow, I missed.

I was using my single-shot rifle by Holland,
and it took a second or two to get another
cartridge into the breech. But the moose
never moved a muscle until my second shot
struck him fairly in the middle of the shoulder.
Then he turned slowly round and walked
towards the forest behind him. I fired again,
as quickly as possible, and saw him fall to
the ground.

Landing at once, Coghlan and I ran up to
him. He was then lying flat on his side. I
thought he was dead, and so put my rifle
against a little bush and went up to examine
his horns. When I was quite close to him he
first raised his head, and then rose quickly to
his feet.

Coghlan was then right in front of him, and
the wounded moose at once made for him, I
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Owing probably to the great age of this
moose there were no points growing out from
the tops of his antlers, and this takes away
considerably from their beauty. A more
remarkable characteristic of this head was
that the small subsidiary palms or spikes,
representing the brow tines of a red deer’s
head, were entirely wanting, though in all
other moose heads I have ever seen I have
never known them to be absent.

Although in the country through which the
tributaries of the Yukon (the Hutalinqua, the
Pelly, the Macmillan, the Stewart and the
Klondyke) flow, moose may not grow, on an
average, quite so large in size of body and
antlers as their relatives in the Kenai
Peninsula, they certainly approach that race—
which has now been given sub-specific rank—
in their proportions, and surpass in size and
weight of body, and antlers, the moose of
Central and Eastern Canada.

In 1904 I carefully measured the standing
height of three bull moose—all of them old
animals—shot on the north fork of the
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be intermediate between the eastern and far
western races of this animal. Although in
the East Yukon country a moose head with
a spread of upwards of sixty inches is well
above the average, such a head is much less
exceptional in size than it would be in Eastern
Canada. ‘

In my own experience during two short trips
to the upper Macmillan, I only saw six full
grown moose bulls, and of these I shot five.
The horns of the biggest had a spread of sixty-
seven inches when first shot, and now measure
sixty-six. Another had a spread of sixty-four
inches (it now measures sixty-three and a half).
The horns of the other three measured in
spread fifty-eight and a half inches, fifty-three
and a half inches, and forty-seven inches.

My largest pair of horns, when put on the
scale at Selkirk, about a month after the animal
to which they originally belonged was shot,
weighed with the skull seventy-five pounds.
The two horns in this specimen had not grown
quite symmetrically. Had the right horn not
been a little crumpled and bent inwards
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River practically came to an end as far as
shooting was concerned, for, with the exception
of one young bull moose, which we saw feeding
in a lagoon close to the river the day after we
passed the cabin below Plateau Mountain, I met
with no other game of any kind.

Going down stream at the rate of sixty or
seventy miles a day, we reached Selkirk on the
Yukon, without difficulty or incident of any
kind, on the evening of September 20th, and
four days later got back to Whitehorse by
steamer.

Various reasons compelled me then toabandon
my projected trip with pack horses after wild
sheep in 'the country to the west of White-
horse, and to return to England as quickly as
possible.

On the whole I think I may consider that
this short trip was a fairly successful one.

Its principal object was to obtain some good
specimens of the magnificent caribou of the
Yukon, and in this respect it more than ful-
filled my expectations. In addition I had shot
two very fine moose bulls and two large timber
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pursuit of every kind of game than was his
predecessor in the old days of black powder.
If with such a weapon he should constantly
fail to kill game, it will not be the fault of his
rifle.

Camp EQUIPMENT.

The next point to be considered is camp
equipment. Wherever in North America pack
horses can be used, or even Indian packers,
there is no necessity to reduce the weight of
one’s outfit to the lowest possible point, and in
such cases both tents and a profusion of bedding
may be indulged in.

In those parts of the country, however, where
there are no Indians, and where horses are not
to be got, the sportsman himself and his one or
two attendants will have to carry everything on
their own backs, from the point where the
canoe has been left on the river up into the
mountains where he intends to hunt. In such
cases weight is obviously everything.

To carry a tent big enough for three men,
unless it is made of silk, is, under such circum-

stances, out of the question, but a piece of
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-are of very little use in proportion to their
weight in keeping out the cold. What in
Canada is called a “robe,” that is, a covering
made of the skin or skinsof someanimal, becomes
absolutely necessary in cold weather. Wolf
and lynx robes are considered to be the warm-
est. These robes are not always obtainable
ready-made, but could be ordered beforehand
at one of the big Canadian fur stores, such as
Hope, Renfrew and Co., of Quebec. They
must, however, be made large, at least eight
feet by six feet, so that one can be wrapped
completely round, and have both head and
feet covered.  These robes are, however,
expensive, a good lynx robe costing at least
fifteen pounds—now probably more, as the price
of all fur has risen so much lately.

What I consider as good as anything in the
way of bedding in a cold country is a
Norwegian reindeer-skin sleeping bag. These
sleeping bags could, Ishould think, be obtained
through the Army and Navy stores. They
cost in London about five pounds, and although
they are somewhat bulky, they are very warm

- B T ]
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Brackley Street, London, E.C. This firm will
also supply riicksacks of any size required, and
made on the Tyrolese model.

When starting out on a long day’s tramp in
the mountains in search of game a small riick-
sack will be found very useful. In it can be
carried some food, a little tea, an empty milk
can to serve as a kettle, a small camera, and a
sweater or cardigan jacket to put on if the
weather turns cold or wet on the top of the
mountains. A caribou headskin also can be
carried back to camp packed in a riicksack
more easily than in any other way.

CLOTHING.

In the way of clothing I have found in the
early autumn in North-western Canada, where
the climate is very changeable, a very thick
light-brown cardigan jacket, made by the
Jaeger Company, a very useful garment.

Sometimes it is very warm work climbing
up a steep mountain in September. Then I
put my cardigan jacket in the small riicksack
which ‘T always carry with me. When the
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the night, it is very necessary to get the head-
skin off at once, before the carcase gets cold,
even though the delay should prevent your
reaching camp till late, or oblige you to remain
where you are, sitting by a big fire all night.

Once a carcase freezes solid you will find it
a most difficult matter to get the skin off the
head.

In a cold country like Canada it is not
necessary to dress the head-skins of game with
any kind of preservative, but all the meat
should be carefully cut from round the lips,
nostrils, eyes and ears, and the skins then
thoroughly dried before being packed away.
Should the weather be very wet, it will be
necessary to dry such skins slowly and carefully
by the heat of the fire.

If the nights are cold put the skins under
your blankets and sleep on them to prevent
them from freezing.

Tae CAre orF THE RIFLE.

Just as one should take the greatest pains to
preserve and bring home in good condition
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Caribou (continued)—
Numbers shot in Newfoundland, 64.
Races of, 193, 350.
Skins preserved, 366.
Summer pelage of, 150, 332.
Swimming powers of, 7() 255, 284, 294.
Unsuspicious nature of, 117, 124 128, 132, 258, 260, 262,

273, 289, 292, 331, 332 365

Want of alertness 62.
‘Weight of, 192.

Cartridges, Choice of, 384,

Clearwater Creek, 194.

Clothing, 390.

Cooking utensils, 389.

Dawson City, 141, 144.

Deer, White-tailed, 47, 54.

Diver, Great Northern, 40, 114.

Dogs, Usefulness of, to trappers, 316.

Duck, Harlequin, 245.

Equipment, Camp, 386.

Exploits River, 253, 286.

Falcon, Peregrine, 65, 156.

Fox, 244.

Fishing-rod, 393.

Five Finger Rapids, 301.

Footgear, 391.

Freezing up of the river, 224, 241, 243.

Frost, Effect on skins, 393.

Goose, Canadian, 117.

Goose Lake, Newfoundland, 79.

Grebe, 40.

Grouse, Ruffed, 48.

Grouse, Willow, 90.

Gull, American herring, 156, 245, 310.

Gull Rocks, Pelly River, 310.

Hawks, 245, 302.

Howley Station, 59.

Hunter’s Lake, 38.

Indian Hunters, an old Camp, 116.

Indians of Yukon, 154, 303.

Island Pond, Newfoundland, 85.

Kalzas River, 242.

Kingfisher, 157 302.

King George the Fourth’s Lake, 251, 261.

Kippewa Lake, 36, 37.

Lake, An unnamed in Newfoundland, 276, 280.

Lean-to T:u'pauhn, 386.

Lebarge, Lake, 301.

Little Salmon River, 303.

Lloyd’s Lake, 254, 283.

Lynx, 63, 244, 313 317.





















